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Author's Notes: 
I'll be taking The Garden down soon, as | will be rewriting it as an original short story. I\'ll have it posted on 


my LJ when it\'s done. 


Dave has many sides to him, and they're so distinct, they might as well have been named. At one point | 
almost did rename each side, but had to stop when | couldn't figure out who the "real" Dave was. And over the 
years, one or two of these personalities might die off, fuse into another, or even just take over. But every 


night, going on ten years now, | have to wonder just which Dave I'll be sleeping with tonight. 


It must say something about me that | fell in love with the more violent and unstable of his incarnations, 
although it doesn't really make sense to say | "fell in love," like it was an easy, immediate thing. It was more 
like a gradual process that | didn't even realize until it was too late. Not to say | regret it, no, Dave has taught 


me by now not to regret anything, no matter how he might seem to others as an expert at holding grudges. 


From the first second | saw him, and that sneer of his I'd quickly learn to fear, | felt like | already knew him. 
Every part of him. His screaming at me from through the window of that ratty old apartment was enough to 


fire off every warning signal in my brain, and more than enough to actually imagine bothering this pissed off 
Californian as an adventure, rather than the crazy idea idea. He might have thought that if | gasped when he 


snarled at me because | was intimidated. Maybe, but more like going through some weird reverse deja vu. 


I'm sure a lot of people would say that his addictions defined him, controlled him. They did, but that's not to 
say that's all he was. The first few years of Megadeth were the hardest, followed by a few years of a 
relative calm, punctuated by the occasional blow up/trip to the ER/intervention, but | think if | ever would 
have left him, it would have been during those early years. | only found out about this quite a bit later, but 
apparently he was too much for an entire band, who were no saints themselves. His own self destructive 


behavior almost ripped us all apart, and should definitely have killed me long ago. 


| guess it's not fair to count that as one of his sides, but dismissing that as just the "junkie" part of him 
wouldn't be fair. Especially not since | was his junkie partner. | guess | could be as narcissistic as to say that | 
knew him far more intimately than anyone else, but I've seen him at his worst, his best, and everything in 
between. | saw the same bugs and goblins and colors and nightmares as he did, and | felt his every sweat drop 
and shudder and searing ache from the withdrawals. We were one body getting high together, crashing down 
Together, playing ding-dong-ditch with Death together, every day. 


It was me, the baby faced, overly friendly county kid who made calls to his mother from a truck stop pay 
phone, that took care of him when he'd taken too much. And nine times out of ten I'd be too fucked up myself, 
but at least | was a pair of arms to keep him from falling, or a set of lips to bring some warmth to his own. 


Even if he mistook me for a demon during some of his wilder trips, at the very least, he'd remember me as 


the poison left his body. 


Maybe it was because | was so young and green, and that Dave was my first experience with a guy, but | 
interpreted certain things a bit.naively. | saw every part of him, alright, but in the extreme. If he picked fights 
with guys, he'd fight me even harder. If he flirted with girls at parties, he'd molest me in the bathroom. 
Therefore, that meant no one else could get as much affection out of him as | could, right? Well, | never saw 


the same passion in him whenever he was with someone else, so maybe | wasn't just being naive. 


| also didn't take it personally when he hurt me, because | understood that to be his efforts to re-masculate 
himself. After all, he was never violent for no reason. If | got to enjoy a wonderful night with him, just me and 
him cozied up like a pair of love birds, | learned to beware the next morning, when he'd turn from a loving 
boyfriend into a brute. | must have been a slow learner, because there were plenty of mornings where I'd 
gotten out of bed (or peeled myself from the back seat of the bus, or a friend's floor, or wherever we'd 
managed to crash) too late, and have a hung over, rabid German at my throat. | believed, and still believe, that 
he figured he could make up for being so gay with me the night before by terrorizing me the next morning. 
And that's why | forgave him every time. 


And the crueler he was in the morning, the more he'd make up for it throughout the day. But before you 
think he followed a pattern, that's not true either. | knew he felt bad for abusing me, if he could remember it. 
Not that | can really blame him for most of it, its not like he did anything out of malice towards me. If it was 
my bad luck to be his direct line of fire when he was feeling his worst, then | only had myself to blame. 


0, but sometimes | was all he needed when he was in a bad mood. Or tripping extra hard, or coming down, or 
just about anything. Whatever personality decided to emerge at any given moment would sweep those blazing, 
green-brown eyes around the room for me, before anyone or anything else. Someone giving him a hard time? 
I'd be his punching bag. Nose bleeding again? I'm his nurse. No matter how sick or fucked up or tired or sore | 
might be, there | was, always ready to serve whatever demon or angel decided to show his face. Always ready 


for a blow or joke or slobbering, sensual kiss when no one's looking. 


Its been ten years, and | can't say things have changed that much. I've since kicked the habit, at least the 
brunt of it. There are those times when l'm huddled against him in the corner of our room like a thief, in our 
own house, snorting the shit from the back of his hand, though. | tell people that he pressures me into it, but 
that's only partly true; to this day | miss the high, and | miss sharing it with him. 


Those harsh, cruel sides to him are still there. He might have calmed down a bit over the years, and | don't 
doubt for a second how important | am to him, but these days his brutish ways have been refined to a colder 
kind of savagery that lies in wait for just the right time. These days a cold, warring look is all it takes to 


control me. 


But | will not say that | only love the parts of him that cherish me, the Dave that comes out when things are 
calm and quiet, the Dave that slides the backs of his fingers across my cheek and drags his fingertips across 
my scalp and holds me with a gentleness no one could ever believe he could possess. | worship that Dave just 
as | do the one that picks fights with me, and the one that humiliates me to tears in front of friends, and the 
one that has been the only man to probe into my mind, drag out my secret, disgusting desires, and make them 


real for me. They are all part of the same man; love one, love them all 


No one could understand him as | do. He's a diamond, he's got more sides, more faces than you can count. 


They're all beautiful, and they all cut the same. 


